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BV WILLIAM WHITEHEAD, 


wPRITICS be dumb—to-night a lady ſues, 
From ſoft Italia's ſhores, an Engliſh muſe; 
o' fate there binds her in a pleaſing chaih, 
Sends to our ſtage the of pring of her brain: 
True to her birth ſhe pants for Britiſh bays, 
And to ber country truſts for genuine praiſe. 
From infancy well read in tragic lore, 
"She treads the path ber father trod before; 
To the ſame candid judges truſts ber cauſe, 
And hopes the ſame indulgence and applauſe. 
No Salick Law here bars the female's claim, 
Who pleads hereditary right to fame. 


Of love and arms ſhe ſings, the mighty two, 
Whoſe powers uniting muſt the world ſubdue; 
Of love and arms] in that heroic age, 

Which knew no poet's, no biſtorian's page; 

But war to glory form'd tb' unletter'd mind, 
And chivalry alone taught morals to mankind ; 
Nor taught in vain, the youth who dar'd aſpire 
To the nice honours of a lover's fire, 

Obſerv d with duteous care each rigid rule, 
Each ſtern command of labour”s patient ſchool ; 
Has early train d to bear the ſultry beams 
F burning ſuns, and winter”s fierce extremes; 
as brave, was temperate : to one idol fair 
is vows he-breath'd, his wiſhes center d thers: 
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| Spoken by Mr. REDDISH. 
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Honour alone could gain ber kind regard, 
Honour was virtue, beauty it's reward. 72 
And ſhall not Britiſh breaſts, in beauty's cauſe, | 
Adopt to-night the manners which ſhe draus? : 
Male writers we confeſs are lawful prize, | 3 nl 
Giants and monſters that but rarely riſe ! 8 
With their enormous ſpoils your triumphs grace, 3 
Attack, confound, exterminate the race; Os 
But when a lady tempts the critic war, 
Be all knights errant, and proteft the fair. 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


7 E Tancrede of Mr. de Voltaire is the model 


from whence the Tragedy of Almida was 
taken. Its author has tranſlated her original like 
a poet, not like an interpreter. Judging that the 
dialogue in the French, however elegant, would 


appear too long to an Engliſh audience, ſhe has 


taken theliberty of ſhortening ſome of the ſpeeches. 


Her friends flatter themſeves that the ſpirit of Vol- 


taire has been preſerv'd, and that this great author 
will not diſdain his Engliſh dreſs. The judicious and 
friendly hand of, Mr. Garrick made a few addi- 


tions and alterations, and gave directions for leav- 


ing out ſome of the leaſt neceſſary lines in the re- 


preſentation; which are here marked by invertd 


double commas in the margin. Senſible of the 


juſtice of Mr. de Voltaire's remark, and his pre- 
face on the advantage of decorations, our Roſcius 
ſpared neither pains, or expence to pleaſe the 
public in this ſecondary reſpect : his care through- 
out merits and obtains their approbation, the 
thanks of the author, and of her friends.. The 


tears iri every eye of every audience demonſtrate 


their ſenſe of Mrs. Barry's inimitable repreſen- 


tation of the poet's tender and noble ſentiments. 
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+ : Mr. Barry, 
ALD a MON, | r. Inchbald. 


Ax NOL R, Mr. Reddiſb. N 
Knights. Mr. Aickin. 
r. F. Aickin, 1 AN 


) CATANIo, I Mr. Palmer, 


RBASSAN, 


| ORED AN, 


| | . Soldiers, Guards, Attendants. Several Knights, 
i! | People, Sc. = 


The SCENE, Syracuſe, 
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AznoLen, O BASSAN, LOBEDAN, CATANIO, 
Ranged as in councit LL 
ARNOLPH. | f 
: LLUSTRIOUS knights, Sicilia's brave avengers, 
Who, from regard to my declining years, 
Have deign'd beneath my roof to hold your council, 
Let vigor prompt your meaſures ! long, too long 
Coop'q in our walls, have we oppos'd our tyrants, 
Wich uſeleſs courage: Syracuſe is loſt, 
Unleſs you riſe intrepid to defend her! 5 
'Tis time to meet the haughty Muſſulman, 
And from the fatal wreck that threats our fortunes 
To ſave the beſt, the only good that's left us, 
More ſacred even than life to noble minds, 
or ſinking liberty 
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. LO RE DAN. 

Two powerful foes, ; 
Byzantian Cæſars, and the Saracen, 

Who light the faith of nations, and their rights, 
Would bend us to their yoke with proud oppreſſion. 
« Meſſina owns the Greek, and Solyman 
« In Agrigentum holds imperious ſway, 

% Oer the vaſt plains by lofty Etna crown'd, 
Our common tyrants, of each other jealous, 

Tho' for our ruin arm'd have prov'd our ſafety. 
Contending for their prize, their ſtrength is waſted, 
Their armies thinn'd ; their meaſures diſconcerted, 
Heaven, to our liberty propitious, opens 
A precious moment 5 

| ARNOLPH. 

Let us not neglect it. 
Too well I know, by inward factions tor'n, 
That Syracuſa holds precarious freedom 
But let oblivion ſhade thoſe horrid days, 
When on ourſelves we furious turn'd our ſwords, 

And ſtain'd our country with her children's blood, 
Let now one wiſh unite us: Orbaſſan! - 

Zeal for the ſtate *tis that alone ſhould guide us, 
Let our alliance be its firmeſt baſe ; 

If we with envious and with jealous eye 

Have view'd our equals, let us now be firm, 
And periſh rather than admit a maſter! - 

8 5 ORB AS SAN. 


Arnolph ' tis true, too long between our houſes, 
Proud enmity has reign'd, and ſhook the ſtate. 

Our union now is Sytacuſa's wiſh, | 

Tis her true intereſt, and not leſs our own: 

With patriot warmth, your daughter I accept; 

Henceforth devoted to the ſtate, to you, 

Ev'n from that altar, where I plight my vows, - 
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A TRAGEDY. 


PU march to Solyman. But not to cruſh 
The Moor alone demands our preſent care, 
Here may be other foes, not leſs pernicious. 


A tyrant's hated race: perhaps in ſecret, 
By a miſsjudging people lov'd and cheriſh'd, 


What title had the wand'ring ſons of France, 
In our fair climates to uſurp dominion ? 
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What led bold Coucy from the idle Seine 

To ſeek the pleaſing banks of Arethuſa? 
With ſeeming modeſty, with ſtudied ſoftneſs, 
He proffer'd ſervice ; but too ſoon the traitor 
With pride and arrogance aſſum'd the maſter ; 
His faithleſs race accumulating wealth, 

And gaining by inſidious arts the people, 
Strove to out-rival me; but from the top 

Of Fortune's giddy wheel, he fell to ruin. 


The only offspring of this dangerous race, 


Young Tancred, exil'd in his early years, 

Has ſerv'd, as Fame reports, Byzantian Cæſars: 
Bold, injur'd, brave, he doubtleſs thirſts for vengeance, 
And muſt abhor our laws. The ſons of Gaul 
Are all juſt objects of ſuſpicion here. 
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In our own times have we not ſeen three knights 
From Neuſtria's frozen coaſt, obſcure, unknown, 
Led by their courage only; with no claim, 

But that which Fortune ever lends the ſtrongeſt, 
The law of force: from their pacific homes, 

Did they not drive the native, juſt poſſeſſors, 
And found a kingdom on Apulian plains ? 

Are we not prey'd upon by ravenous nations? 


Forth from all corners of the barbarous world, 
Pirates, and robbers lawleſs pour upon us, 
Invited by our fields, which ſmile luxurious, 


And by their fatal plenty tempt them hither, 


CATANIO. 


'Tis time to think of ſafety, and of e 
790 oft has treachery menac'd us with ruin ; 
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Let then that law with vigor be maintain'd, 
Which dooms to ſhameful and immediate death 
W hoever dares to hold a ſecret commerce, 
Faral to Syracuſa, with the foe. 

As lenity ill-tim'd makes traitors bolder, 

Let neither ſex nor age engage our pity. 


From whence does Venice boaſt her power unſhaken ? 


Caution and rigor are its ſolid baſis. 
LOREDAN. 


Tis ſure a ſhame to theſe degenerate days, 
That in Sicilia Solyman ſhould hold 

A ſecret intercourſe with venal ſubjects, 

Won from their country by his odious favours; 
Who baſely watch the moment to betray us. 

% By private fraud, or open hoſtile force: 

& Studious to nouriſh our inteſtine broils, 


„The ſureſt means that lead a ſtate to ruin. 


« Our woinen too, a vain incautious ex! 

« Of novelties and heroes ever fond; 

« With partial eyes beheld this pompous Moor ! 
„ bluſh to think how many even of us, 


„Caught by thoſe gaudy arts Arabia boaſts of, 


<« Barter for tinſel, and for modern toys, 
„The manly virtues of their rougher fathers ! 
Let valour be our ſcience ! Let our arts 
Be how to vanquich: I diſclaim all others. 
« But chiefly I approve that wile ſeverity, _ 
D Our laws and liberty's {upport and venger. 
One boſom traitor may undo a ſtate; 

Such there have been anc ſuch again may riſe, 


CATANTO. 


Let's ſet a warning up, ſo terrible 
That boldeſt perfidy may tremble at it. 
Our country calls, and pity were a crime. 


Let the Moor fall, and Tancred be profcrib'd 
His dang'rous race 1s fatal to our freedom. 
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R IN. 
A wiſe and-juſt decree of our laſt council 
Transferr'd to Orbaſſan his rich inheritance. 
His faith and valour well deſerv'd the gift, 
And thus our lurking enemies ſhall learn 
The fate of rebels, and reſpect our juſtice. 
% Your ſentiments are mine, my lord: let Tancred 
Seek at Byzantium riches, power, protection; 
Let him be honour'd by that odious court, 

He has no right to grace or favor here; 

„He has himſelf renounc'd our ſacred ramparts, 

e By baſely ſtooping to a forcign maſter. 

« Thrown off for ever, the vile ſlave of Cæſar 
Has naught to hope for in a brave republic. 

% Our laws moſt firm ſupport is Orbaſſan, 

Nor for his merit could the ſtate do leſs. 


ARNOLP H. 


With joy J view in him a future ſon: 


Dearer than life I love my daughter too. 
Yet moſt unwillingly I ſee them ſhare 


An orphan's ſpoils; and *twas with deep regret—— 


LOREDAN. 
You blame the Senate ? 


| ARNOLPH. 


No, but love not ri 
Yer to the ſentence awful of the law, 
I bow ſubmiſſive ; for the good of all 
Should ever be preferr'd to private feelings 


Sour. 


ORBASSAN. 


The ſtate, ſupreme diſpoſer of our fortunes, 
Beſtows them as it wills—nor did I court 
This trifling favour 


B 2 ARNOLPH, 
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Weakneſs and age ſteal on me; and the taſk 
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ARNOLPH. 

Tis enough, my lord. 
Let us now haſten theſe auſpicious nuptials; 
And let to-morrow's ſun bring on the day, 
When this fierce chief of a deſtroying race 
Shall meet a conqueror. In all your rival, 
He aſk'd and offer'd peace on the high terms 
Of my Almida's hand. Preſumptuous thought! 
Rejected with the ſcorn he well deſerv'd, 
He now breathes double vengeance. Be it yours 
To level with the duſt his tow'ring hopes. 


Arduous to govern, aſks a firmer hand. 
None more than Orbaſſan deſerv'd your choice, 
Wiſe, brave and noble. *T will be yer ſome joy 
In my old days to ſee your valiant deeds, 

And ere I die, my country free and happy. 


ORBASSAN, 


After a youth of virtue, age is ſacred 
It fills us with a kind of holy love, 
And tender veneration ! You, my lord, 
Shall be our guide. This day muſt be victorious, 
And by your ſide we'll meet or death, or conqueſt. 
[ Exeunt Knights, c. 


S CENRK 
ARNOLPH, ORBASSAN, 
ARNOLPH. 


Am ] at length, brave Orbaſſan, your father? 
Is there no ſhadow lurking in your heart 

Of our reſentments paſt ? may I now hope 
The tender feelings of a fon—— 


ORBASSAN, 


I 


IN. 


A TRAGEDY. 7 
7 ORBASSAN. 


| My lord, 

I have already open'd all my breaſt: 

My ſoul's firſt paſſion is my country's love, 

»Tis that which reconciles us. Reaſon's voice 
Suggeſts this marriage, which unites our houſes ; 
Yet be aſſur'd, I ne'er had wiſh'd to form it, 


Had not my heart amidſt our enmities, 


Now huſh'd in peace, felt and eſteem'd your worth. 
Jam no ſtranger to the power of love; 

But this alliance, this important marriage, 

Far nobler thoughts inſpir'd than the vain wiſh, 
The fond caprice, by fancy lighted up 

To blaze a moment, then diſſolve in air, 

By cold indifference or averſion follow'd | - 
Call'd by my country to the field of Mars, 
While danger, war, and glory breathe around, 
I cannot ſigh and gild the lover's tale 

Motives more ſolemn urge this wiſh'd alliance, 
The ſplendor of the ſtate ; our happy union ; 
The public intereſt to our care entruſted ; 
When thoughts like theſe exalt and fill the ſoul, 
Love is but weakneſs : yet I hope its joys 
Will crown our union in more tranquil hours 


But now muſt yield to higher, nobler duties. 


ARNOLPH. 
I like this generous ſpirit in a ſoldier ; 


Frankneſs may pleaſe —but not auſterity. 
1 hope Almida, with becoming ſweetneſs, 
Will harmonize your ſoul. Small is the praiſe 


To courage only due; but manly ſoftneſs 


Becomes a hero, and adorns his virtues. 


Beſides my daughter in her childhood abſent 


From our rough ſcenes, and loud domeſtic ſtorms, 


May ſhrink perhaps at this apparent harſhneſs, 
_— Which 


be 


. A LWTD 6, 


The welfare of the ſtate, the voice of Syracuſe, 


Which looks like pride, and borders upon rudeneſs. 
Forgive an old man's counſels, and a father's. 


ORBASSAN, 


Excuſe yourſelf the ſternneſs of my humour ; 
Bred up in camps, I ever yet preferr'd, | 
To that falſe glitter which is call'd politeneſs, 

The cringing arts of flattry and of courts, 

The plain but noble manners of republics. 

Yet I reſpect and prize in fair Almida 

Her worth, your blood, a name and rank ſuperior. 
J hope to merit by my cares her heart, 

To lee and love in her a father's virtues. - 


| * ARNOLPH. 
By my order ſhe here advances. 


E III. | 


ARNOLPH, ORBASSAN, ALMIDA. ; 
ARNOLPH. 


Heav'n and your father deſtine you a huſband. 

Motives like theſe admit not of refuſal. 
This noble knight, now join'd with me in friendſhip, 

Has from my mouth receiv'd your promis'd faith. 

His name and rank can be no ſtranger to you; 

Pow'rful in Syracuſe, he heads our armies, 

And Tancred's rights to him transferr'd— 


ALMID A. | 
Juſt heaven! [ aſide, 


ARNOLPH, : 


In this alliance of itſelf ſo brilliant, 
Is the leaſt object that attracts. - 


- ORBASSAN, 


16. 
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A TRAGEDY. —; 
ORBASSAN. 
My lord, 
I by your daughter's hand enough am honour'd , 


Her ſight endears the preſent to my heart. 
May her choice deſerving, and your goodneſs 


Prove not unworthy of a gift ſo precious. 


ALMIDA. 
I know my father's kind paternal love 
Has ever wiſh'd to make his daughter happy ; 
And now my hand he deſtines to a hero 
Thus when thoſe long debates, that vex'd the ſtate, 
Are by your ſoothing wiſdom quite ſubſided; 
I am the pledge reſerv'd to fix your union; 


The intention honours me—it may be uſeful— 
Yet ſure 


my lord, I hope you will excuſe me 
; Es [fo Orbaſſan, 
If my aſtoniſh'd heart, from earlieſt youth 


Accuſtom'd to the frowns of adverſe fortune, 


And by the ſudden news confus'd, one moment 


Wilkes for refuge in a father's boſom. 


ORB ASS AN. 


Far be it from me, madam, to oppoſe 


A wiſh ſo juſt, fo worthy my eſteem; 

Nor would ] ſeem intruſive to preſume 

Upon thoſe rights your goodneſs has avow'd. 

J have obtain'd your hand, and muſt delerve it. 
Our warriors wait me, and I fly to head them. 


[ Exit Orbaſſan. 
SCE N E IV; 
ALMIDA, ARNOLPH, 


ARNOLPH. 


Thou ſœem'ſt confus'd, abaſh'd ; why is that eye, 
With tears ſuffus'd, averted from thy father? 
| Thy 


10 1 M 4 
Thy boſom labouring with a ſmother'd ſigh 


Seems to reproach me; a repining heart 
Seconds but ill th' obedience of the lips. 


ALMIDA. 


Alas! my father, little did I think 
Your paſt misfortunes and diſſenſions over, 
You would eſpouſe the cauſe of Orbaſſan, 
Or that this hand was deſtin'd to unite ye! 
Muſt then theſe arms be open to your foe ? 
Can I forget how from your houſhold gods, 
The rage of civil war unpitying drove you ? 
How forc'd, unwilling, my loſt mother flew, 
And ſought for ſafety on a foreign ſhore. 
Torn by my fate from your protecting arms, 
Sad witneſs and companion of her woes, 
Long did I ſhare them at the court of Cæſar. 
Even from my cradle, train'd in forrow's ſchool, 
Early I learn'd beneath a hapleſs parent, 
Wand'ring and fugitive to bear with exile, 
And the ſad fate of out- caſts: to ſupport 
The frown diſdainful of a haughty court; 
The cruel mockery of falſe compaſſion, 
Bitterer than inſult; yet amidſt my woes, 
The bright example of a mother's virtues, 
Deep in my boſom fix'd a ſenſe of honour , 

epriv'd too ſoon of her maternal care, 
Like the weak: reed, fhook by regardleſs winds, 
Friendleſs I ſtood alone and unprotected 
Your fortunes chang'd, and trembling for her fafety, 
Ungrateful Syracuſe recalPd you to her. 
Your raviſh'd wealth and honors ſhe reſtor'd, 
Truſted her armies to your brave command, 
And from her frighted walls repuls'd the foe. 
Shelter'd once more in your paternal boſom, 
From whence no common miſeries had torn me, 
1 oaly come perhaps to prove freſh {orrows. 


” 


« Too 


00 
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A TRAGEDY. 


« To light the torch of this ill ſuited hymen : 
<« Long have I been the victim of your foes, 
« And now at laſt am yours; 

For truſt me, Sir, 

This day ill-omen'd leads to new misfortunes. 


.ARNOLPH. 


Baniſh thy fears, this day ſhall make thee bleſs'd. 


11 


Too wal I ſee the aim, the hope that leads you, 


Truſt ro a father's word. Thou know'ſt how dear 


Thy peace, thy honor mult be to my heart. 
The luſtre of this marriage will efface _ 

Th' affront from haughty Solyman receiv'd 
Who dar'd to aſk thy hand. You wed a hero, 


My rival once, now my ſupport and friend. 


ALMIDA. 


He your ſupport ! Ah what an empty claim 
Pride without juſtice makes to our eſteem ! 
*Tis ſure a pity that this valiant hero 
Deſpoils the innocent to ſwell his greatneſs! 


ARNO LPA. 


Severely prudent it is true the council 
In Tancred puniſhes a foreign race; 


Which overbearing long abus'd its power; 


But now deteſted—— 
ALMID A, 


„„ Jam miſinform'd, 
Or Tancred ſtill is lov'd in Syracuſe. 


ARNOLPH. 


That he is brave even hatred muſt allow. 
Illyria lately by his arm ſubdued 
Proclaims his valour : but the fame he gathers, 
Beneath the eagles of thoſe bated Cxfars, 

I 


Serves 


10 E 
Thy boſom labouring with a ſmother d ſigh 
Seems to reproach me; a repining heart 
Seconds but ill th' obedience of the lips. 


ALMI DA. 


Alas! my father, little did I think 

Your paſt misfortunes and diſſenſions over, 

You would eſpouſe the cauſe of Orbaſſan, 

Or that this hand was deſtin'd to unite ye! 

Muſt then theſe arms be open to your foe? 

Can I forget how from your houſhold gods, 

The rage of civil war unpitying drove you ? 

How forc'd, unwilling, my loſt mother flew, 

And ſought for ſafety on a foreign ſhore. 

Torn by my fate from your protecting arms, 

Sad witneſs and companion of her woes, 

Long did I ſhare them at the court of Cæſar. 

Even from my cradle, train'd in forrow's ſchool, 
Early I learn'd beneath a hapleſs parent, 

Wand'ring and fugitive to bear with exile, 

And the ſad fate of out-caſts: to ſupport 

The frown diſdainful of a haughty court; 

The cruel mockery of falſe compaſſion, 

Bitterer than inſult; yet amidſt my woes, 

The bright example of a mother's virtues, 

Deep in my boſom fix'd a ſenſe of honour , 

Depriv'd too ſoon of her maternal care, h 

Like the weak reed, ſhook by regardleſs winds, 

Friendleſs I ſtood alone and unprotected 

Your fortunes chang'd, and trembling for her ſafety, 

Ungrateful Syracuſe recalPd you to her. 

Your raviſh'd wealth and honors ſhe reftor'd, 
Truſted her armies to your brave command, 

And from her frighted walls repuls'd the foe. 

Shelter'd once more in your paternal boſom, 

From whence no common miſeries had torn me, 
I only come perhaps to prove freſh ſorrows. = 
f * Too 


A TRAGEDY. 11 


" Too well I ſee the aim, the hope that leads you, 
« To light the torch of this ill ſuited hymen : 
Long have I been the victim of your foes, 
And now at laſt am yours; 

For truſt me, Sir, 

This day ill-omen'd leads to new misfortunes, 


.ARNOLPH. 


Baniſh thy fears, this day ſhall make thee bleſs'd. 
Truſt to a father's word. Thou know'ſt how dear 
Thy peace, thy honor muſt be to my heart. 

The luſtre of this marriage will efface 

Th' affront from haughty Soly man receivd 

Who dar'd to aſk thy hand. You wed a hero, 
My rival once, now my ſupport and friend. 


2 ALMI D A. 7 


He your ſupport! Ah what an empty elaim 
Pride without juſtice makes to our eſteem 
Tis ſure a pity that this valiant hero 
Deſpoils the innocent to ſwell his greatneſs 


ARNOLPH. 


Severely prudent it is true the council 

In Tancred puniſhes a foreign race; 
Which overbearing long abus'd its power; 
But now detefted—— 


ALMIDA. 


I am miſinform'd, 
Or Tancred fill is lov'd in Syracuſe, 


ARNOLPH. 


That he is brave even hatred muſt allow, 
Illyria lately by his arm ſubdued 

Proclaims his valour: but the fame he gathers, 
Beneath the eagles of thole bated Cæſars, 


0 Serves 
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„ A id 
Serves but to make him more deteſted here, 
And by an edict baniſh'd from our — 


ALMIDA. 


8 How! Tancred baniſh'd ? 


ARNOLPH. 


Yes, they fear his preſence. 
If thou haſt ſeen him when in Cæſar's court, 


Thou know'ſt the hate, the enmity he bears us. 
ALMIDA, | 


Alas! I thought not ſo, nor did my mother; 
Nay more, ſhe ſpoke with wonder of his virtues ; 


Virtues which might have ſav'd this ſinking ſtate 
Had not a faction triumph'd—— 


ARNOLPH. 


Tis enough, 
The counſel of a father ought to guide thee ; 
To time, to place, with prudent virtue yield: 
Tancred, and Solyman, and Cæſar's court, 
Alike are objects of averfion here. 
I for my country lixty years have fought; 
Unjuſt I ſerv'd it, and ungrateful love it: 
Adopt my ſentiments; my ſtormy days 
Are haſt'ning to their end; my only hope, 
By ſorrow unextinguiſh'd, is thy bliſs ! 
Could I behold thee happy, one fair gleam | 
Would brighten my laſt hour 


ALMID A. 


Your goodneſs, Sir, 
Wakes all my ſoul to filial love and duty, 


My life, my wiſhes, are to you devoted, 
But if indeed you wiſh to ſee me happy, 


ge 


Urge not this marriage. A prophetic terror 
| Runs freezing thro* my breaſt, and warns me from it. 
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A TRAGEDY. 13 


Whence ſprings for Orbaſſan your ſudden fondneſs ? 

His boaſted credit may not laſt for ever; p 
Fortune may change; may ſoon withdraw her ſmiles; 
Perhaps this hero is too ſure, too haſty, 

To vaunt himſelf your ſon, and my proud maſter. 


ARNOLPH,. 


„ 


How ! Thou doſt not ſure preſume—— 


ALMIDA. 
0 This boldneſs 


May ſeem an outrage, and perhaps offend you. 


Too well I know, that in a ſtern republic 


Our ſex is crampt by harſh ungentle rules; 


Not as at Byzantium honor'd; for your rough laws 
Exact obedience, and forbid a murmur. 
Theſe ſtubborn Muſſulmen, too long your maſters, 


HFave taught to Sicily their barb'rous manners; 


But who ſhall rob me of a father's kindneſs ? 
5 ARNO LP H. 


None but thy ſeif. Something myſterious lurks 
Beneath thy words; I would not pierce their meaning. 


A ſhort delay my fondneſs grants, but mark me, 


Preſume not I will ſuffer thy refuſal; 
My word is paſt; no power on earth ſhall looſe ir. 
Avert kind gods theſe inauſpicious omens ! 

Smile on this union! Be it thine Almida, 

To claim from heaven protection by thy virtue, 


And may thy days be happier than thy father's. 


[Ex. Arnolph. 
C2 | SCENE 


A L M1 DA; 


S$'CEN & "OV, 


ALmMiDaA alone. 
ALMIDA. 


Tancred! 
My ſoul's beſt love ! ſhall I then be ſo vile, 5 
T0 . my vows—for thy dire foe to break them? 
„ Than him more cruel, faithleſs even to meanneſs, 
Thy raviſh'd fortunes ſhare with thy oppreſſor, 


SCENE: VE ” 
ALmiDa, So HIA. 
ALMID A. 

Sophia, I'm undone! my father | 
Deſtines my hand, but this repugnant heart » 
Ruin or death prefers to Orbaſſan. | 

SOPHIA. 


Too well I gueſs how this muſt pain your heart. 
I know it's feelings, tender, firm and noble. 
Nothing that fortune or a court could offer, 
Had power to tempt it. Solyman and Tancred 
With equal ardour lov'd you—— _ 

But Tancred's virtues, his ſuperior merit, y 
All that can grace a hero, gain'd your heart, 

And hearts like yours once touch'd, are fix'd for ever, 


ALMIDA. 


Tancred they baniſh, ſtrip, and load with wrongs. 
Envy and hatred is the hero's lot ; 
| But this ſtill binds him cloſer to my ſoul! 
Know too he is ſtill N in theſe walls, 
The people love him 


SOPHIA. 


(5% YEE 


A TRAGEDY." 8 
SOPHIA. 
Baniſh'd in his youth, 
The worldly friends of his forgotten father, 
Shrunk from the ſon, and left him to his fate, 
Few hearts like yours reſiſt the pow'r of abſence; 
The great no idol but their intereſt know z 


Oft are the people kinder 
ALMIPD A. 
And more juſt. 
SOPHIA. 
Alas! they are depreſs'd; our friends are hidden, 
Or dare not ſpeak in favour of an exile. 
A tyrant ſenate rules, all pow'rful here. 
ALMIDA. 
All [ER yes, when Tancred is away. 
SOPHIA. 


Ah! could he ſhew himſelf, we yet might hope, 
But far from hence 


ALMIDA. 


| Aſſiſt me heav'n Sophia, 
In thy kind boſom let me place my truſt ; 
Know then, that Tancred 1s not diſtant far, 
And whilſt his proud oppreſſors plan his ruin, 
Tis time he ſhould appear, and bid them temble. | 
Tancred 1 is in Meſſina. 
SOPHIA. 


Can it be ? 
And dares another to your hand aſpire ? 
ALMIDA. 
Periſh the hated thought ! nay ſoon perhaps, 
My foes and I ſhall own one common lord. 


PII tell thee all—but we muſt greatly dare. 
This yoke is ſnameful, I will ſhakeir off. 


8 


. A LD MED Aa 
„ How vile in me if meanly I betray'd him 
Obedience here would be a cloak for falſhood. 
Ah! let him come to ſooth this trembling heart! 
Let him be mine! Well does my faith deſerve him. 
Bound to a tyrant, ſhall I timid ſlave 
Poorly ſubmit, a mean unhappy victim, 
And veil my treach'ry with the name of duty ! 
No, love and honour kindle all my foul, 
Exalt it far beyond my ſex's weakneſs ; 
If in this enterprize, there ſhould be dangers, 
Joyful I'll meet them, they are all for Tancred. 


%, 


[ Exeunt, 


EnD of the Fins T Ae. 


ACT 


J. 


ATRAGE D x. 17 


. 
SCENE I. 


ALMiDa alone. 
_ ALMIDA, | 
HITHER uncertain did I bend my ſteps ? 
Whence is this ſhivering ? can it be remorſe ? 
Remorſe for what ? *tis only guilt ſhould know it. 
Sophia ſpeak, am I in all obey*d? [70 Sophia, who enters, 
|  SOPHIA. 


| The ſlave is gone, and with him bears your letter. 


ALMIDA. 
The ſecret of my life is in his hands; 
I know his zeal, and ever found him truſty : 
« Thus chance will have it ſo, we ſometimes owe 
« Our all to thoſe, whom fate has placed the loweſt. 
This faithful ſlave, tho' born in Syracuſe, OR 
Springs from a race of Saracens ; and knows 
The laws and languages of either nation, 
And every various path of Etna's mountains. 
Grant him kind gods with ſteps unmark'd to paſs 
Yon hoſtile camp. To him I owe the notice 


Of Tancred's private voyage to Sicilia. 


As yet, by ſome croſs accident prevented, 


Oft has he tried in vain to reach his preſence. 
What varied ſorrows | Fate at laſt is weary ; 


Thus to purſue, to keep us thus aſunder. 
My note, in ſecret truſted to the Moor, 


Shall reach Meſſina ere to-morrow dawn. 


SOPHIA. - 


The ſtep is perilous. But Tancred's name 
Is not once mention'd in your cauuous letter; 


And 


0 r A. 
* And tho' it roſe ſo often to your ſoul, 
You wiſely ne'er indulg'd it to your pen; 
Thus ſhould your letter by the Saracens 
Be ſtopt or read, *rwou'd be of no importance; 
Never was love with prudence more united, 
Or bolder without raſnneſs; yet my breaſt, 
I know not why, is full of apprehenſion. 
„ A 
Heaven ſends me Tancred, wouldft thou have me "TY 
SOPHIA. 
Yet T could with that its protecting goodneſs 
Had in ſome happier ſpot decreed your meeting. 
Brave as he 1s, can Tancred ſingly ſtem 


Oppreſſion's tide? Ah! what will here Tye him 
Againlt the rage of toes combin'd ? 


ALMIDA. 50 | 
His glory! / 
SOPHIA, 
His rival's pow'r is great. 
| ALMIDA. 
'K 9 Diſmiſs thy fears, 


Leſt they infect me too. Haſt thou forgot 
My . dying, join'd our willing nk 3 
Tancred is mine, nor is there ought on earth, 
Has pow'r or right my ſentiments to change. 
How oft did we regret this fatal iſland! 
In C41ar's court, beneath the {mile of love 
To theſe fad ſhores, which now my ſoul abhors, 
With vain deſire we turn'd our longing eyes! 
Ah! little did I think my cruel fate 55 
Had doom'd me wife to Tancred's deadlieſt foe. 

5 'Iis right at leaſt, that he ſhould know this outrage, 
And learn from me, his loſs, and my curſt fate. 

O that my power was equal to my wiſh! 

I love my father, and reſpect his age; 


5 Elſe 
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8 Elſe ſhould my voice awake and arm the people, 


ainſt this Orbaſſan, who thus enſlaves us: 


«..Envious and baſe, dares he pretend my hand? 


And muſt I tamely bear it, meanly yield? 
Where, Syracuſa, is thy vaunted freedom, 
Thy pompous boaſt of hating tyranny ? 


Oan there be tyrants, more accurſt, more odious, 
Than thoſe who lord'it o'er the free-born mind, 


And bid us hate, and love, at their command ! 
1 .  'JOPHIA. 
This very day I hear a dreadful edict 


Is by the ſenate iſſued againſt Tancred; 
And death attends whoever dares infringe it. 


Se ALMID A. | 1 
At firſt, Sophia, I with trembling heard ir, | 
But generous love inſpires the manly purpoſe, 
The firm deſign. My ſoul adores in Tancred, 
A hero's worth, and emulates his virtues, 
e SOPHIA, . 
This law ſevere ſeems meant to awe the people. 
Its horrid purpoſe points not ſure at you. 
ALMIDA. 
It points at Tancred. Barbarous and unjuſt, 
This jealous law is worthy of our maſters. 
It was not thus that his brave anceſtors 
Reign'd in the hearts of thoſe their valour conquer'd. 
They won by force, then triumph'd by their mercy. 
How different now ! a ſtern ſuſpicious ſenate, 


4. 


Where black diſtruſt, and timid councils reign ! 


Weak, proud, and ſtormy, by the people hated, 


Would fright us to ſubmiſſion. Ah! Sophia, 
Perhaps I err ; for love with all its train, 


Of mingled fears and wiſhes, rules my boſom ; 


My ſoul is full of Tancred , far from him 


oyleſs I live, and tread an empty world. . _ 
= | D EY SCENT 


A L. M 1 D A, 
SCENE I. 


1 the fore ſcene, AL MDA, Sornia. In the back 2 
Ak NOL YH and KNIGHTS. 


ARNOLPH. 


Woe to a wretched father ! tis too true 
Juſt gods ! I hop'd to die without A. 
Thou wretch be gone li his daughter. 

ALMIDA. 
BR My father! 


Ns ARN OLP H. 
Father ! 


Dar'ſt thou pronounce that name, thou traitreſs, 
Falſe to wy. blood, thy country, and thy honour! 


ALMIDA. 


Oh ny Sophia I am loft. Ting on Sophia 
A R N O LPH. 


Yet ſtop; 


Weep'ſt thou thy crime ? 


ALMID A. 
1 weep our 200 woes. 


ARNO L P H.. 
Canſt thou deny thy hand, an ? 


ALMIDA. 
No. 
ARNOLPH. 


T ka ſee thy guilt, in thine own writing trac d. 
She anſwers not- 
| 0 R BASSAN. 


| Confuſion ties . 
. ALMI DA. | 
* ü thus mijudges oft her victims, 


And ere ſhe ſtrikes, defames the deſtin'd wretch : 
I bluſh not to avow= 


N. 


Aa. 


A T RAGE DT. 
ARNOLPH. 


Ah 'tis too much 
Firmnef in guilt excludes thee even from pity, 


Hence and attend thy doom. Some other hand 


Muſt cloſe theſe wretched eyes. 
> [Almiaa goes out, tab by Sophia. 


S E N I III. 
ARrvoten, Kn1GcHTs., 


ARNOLPH. 
Moſt noble lords, 


Almida- s crime is to my ſhame too certain, 


Yet in this boſom to the ſtate devoted, 
Kind nature has its rights. Think not a father 


With broken heart can mingle in your councils. 


Nor can you ſure expect, this trembling hand 
Her death ſhould ſign; *tis a dire act my heart 


Shrinks from with horror! 


LORE DAN. 


| We revere your ſorrows, 
Nor would we irritate your deep affliction ; 
But you have ſeen yourſelf that guilty letter. 

The ſlave that carried it to Soly man, 

Stopt and ſurpriz'd juſt as he reach'd the camp, 


But with his life gave up the fatal ſecret. 


The ſtate was loft. Our folemn oaths, our peril, 


Permit no weak regards, no falſe compaſſion, 
Nor does the law inexorable liſten 


To the ſoft pleadings of paternal pity. 
Our country ſummons us with awful voice, 


Nor can we diſobey. 


ARNOLPH. 
I underſtand you, 

And TAR too well the fate that waits Almida. 

D 2 . Let 


4 L M 1 D 4. 


Vet ſhe was once my daughter, and your bridez 
to Orbaſſan, 


To you I leave her cauſe; nothing remains | 
For a fad father, but to die before her, Exit. 
| C'S. NE iv. 
K NIGHTS. 
CAT ANI O. 


To ſeize Almida are our orders given; 

lis dreadful ſure to fee ſuch matchleſs beauty, 

The only hope of two illuſtrious houſes, 

Adorn'd with youth in all its prime of charms, 
Shut up with ſhame in an untimely gravez _ 

But ' tis our faith prophan'd, the ſtate betray'd, 

J hat cries aloud for vengeance. In theſe walls 

1] he trait'ræſs call'd a hoſtile foreign foe ; 

Greece and Sicilia bluſhing have beheld 

A light inconſtant ſex forſake their honour, 

Nay, even their God, for theſe vile Muſſulmen; 

But chat the daughter of a noble knight, 

10 2 RR, [10 Orbaſſan] the torch of Hymen 

ighte 

That ſhe ſhould execute ſo foul a complot * 

Our country ſullied with a crime ſo new, . 

Demands an act of unexampled Juſtice, 


LOREDAN. 


With deep regret I own her death is lawful ; 

cue is her gut, and from her rank — 
We know th' ambitious hopes of Soly man; 

He wants not talents to deceive and win, 

By ſpecious dazzling arts the eaſy mind. 

J kim theſe words flagitious were addreſs'd, 

Reign in our flates. I hey leave no room for doubt, 


To Ortaſſun. I for your honour mult ſuppreſs the reſt, 


Where is the knight, who for this guilty fair 


Will 


A TRAGEDY. 23 
Will deign our ancient cuſtom to fulfil, 
And ritk his life or glory in her caule* 1 


CA TANIO. 
Ve feel your wrongs, Orbaſſan, as our own; 


N 5 Solyman ſhall bleed to waſh this ſtain. 


Forget the traitreſs; her approaching fate 
Amply repays your outrage. 
ORBASSAN. = 

Ah! it ſhocks me; 
Guilty or innocent, her hand was ne: f 
I hear advancing ſteps; ye Gods ! *tis ſhe, 
To ſhameful death by guards remorſeleſs led! 
My 1oul indignant riſes for a moment. 


Let me in private ſee her. 


SCENE | 
KNIGHT Ss. 
(AL ub at a diſtance, ſurrounded by guards.) 
ALMIDA. 
| Gracious powers | [ 
F orſake me not in theſe laſt dreadful moments 
| ORBASSAN. 


Leave us my friends. [Zo the knights: 
CATANIO. 


Speak to her, but remember 
Our altars, honours, and our laws are outrag'd 
1 he ſtate demands unwillingly its victim. 


ORBASSAN. 


None more than I theſe truths important feel; 
Retire. {20 2 mk 
| Exeunt Catanio and Loredan. 
SCENE 


4 L MI D 4. 


SCENE VI. 
ALMIDA, OR BASSAN. 
ALMIDA. 


Whence this intruſion ? are you come 
With inſult to embitter my laſt moments? 
| ORB ASS AN. 
I bear a ſoul ſuperior to ſuch vileneſs. 
Diſtinguiſn'd by my choice, your hand was mine; 
Love was perhaps my ſecret guide. I know not 
If tenderneſs or pity yet pleads for you, 
Or if my heart has ſhook indignant off 
The lover's weakneſs : but my haughty ſoul 
Ill brooks the ſlighteſt notion of diſhonour. 
I will not ſtoop to,think I was betray'd 
For a vile tyrant, whom our faith abhors, 
The ſtate's moſt deadly foe! A crime fo odious 
Ts for our country's honour and for yours, 
But moſt for mine, too baſe; I'll not believe it: 
; All Syracuſa views in me your huſband, 
And in your honour I reſpe& my own ; 
My glory wounded calls me to defend it; 
The laws of chivalry ordain theſe combars, 


And heaven's deciſion hangs upon our ſword, 
Benokd me ready— 


ALMIDA. 


: Tou! 
O RBASSAN. 

Me, and! hope 
(This ſtep vow by knighthood's martial laws) 
Will teach the heart you ow'd me to deſerve me. 
I'll not examine if your ſoul, deceiv'd 
By arts deluſive, knew a moment's weakneſs; TH 
Or if averſion bid you ſhun our union. 
The nobleſt minds are ever the moſt grateful z a 
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From the remembrance of a former error, | 
Virtue takes deeper root; nor will I henceforth 
Diſtruſt you, or myſelf, by low ſuſpicion 
But this ſuffices not: I have a right, 

From pride, or love, to with a ſofter feeling. 
Our laws require the ſolemn force of oaths, 
And one I claim; not ſuch as ſtern conſtraint 
Dictates to weakneſs, or exacts from fear; 
The poor evaſion of the coward ſoul, 
That, ſelf-deceiv'd, prophanes the ſacred altar. 
Anſwer without reſerve my noble frank neſs, 

I ſhould with ſcorn reject a heart divided; 

I can die for you, but I muſt be lov'd! 


| ALMIDA. 
Plung'd as I am in miſery's deep abyſs, 
Scarcely myſelf, beſet with death and horror ! 
This gen'rous, manly, unexpeaed offer 
Fills my ſad breaſt with gratitude and wonder 
And near that grave, which ſoon ſhall cloſe around me, 

My dying foul ſhall reverence and eſteem you—— _ 
But learn to know me too. My heart has wrong'd you, 
Let ſcorns the thought of treachery or baſeneſs. 

I've not betray'd my honour, or the ſtate; 

Nor you have I betray'd---I ow'd you nothing; 
No faith I plighted, nor have you a right 
This heart to queſtion, or arraign its feelings. 

Know then *tis cold, ungrateful, not perfidious ; 

I cannot love you, or on terms like theſe 
- Your proffer'd aid accept. Too well I know 

The unrelenting rigour of your laws, 

My tyrants flinty breaſts; nor will I here, 

With hollow boaſt, or Stoic affeftation, _ 
Pretend to view unmov'd the death that waits me. 
My life was dear, I bluſh not to avowit; _ 
Nay more, I ſhiver at the fatal thought | 
Of my black fate, of my fad father's forrows ! 
Yet in this ſcene of complicated woes, 


Spite 
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———_ AL MID A, 
Spite of my weakneſs, never can I ſtoop | 
To buy alengthen'd life at truth's exper.ce, 
This frank avowal muſt I know offend you ; 
Yet guiltier far, unworthy of myſelf, _ 
I ſhould deſerve your ſcorn, if I abus'd you, 
Forgive the ſeeming barſhneſs of my words, 
I cannot own you as a deſtin'd huſband; 
Or a defender. My approaching fate 
This outrage will avenge 5 
ORB AS SAN. 
My vengeance, Madam, 
Extends no farther than my country's wrongs; 
I can repay diſdain with calm contempt, 
Can ſmile at arrogance; nay more, forget it. 
My arm was ready to defend, to ſave you, 
But to your honour and my own acquitted, 
You view me henceforth only as a judge, 
Firm to my duty, to our laws obedient 
Like them inſenſible, and deaf to pity, - 
Unmoy'd by anger, or by weak regret. 


un. 
ALMI DA. Soldiers at a diftance, 


| ALMIDA. 
*Tis done---I die, a ſelf-devoted victim! 
Thou only being who deſerv'ſt my love! 
For whom I wiſh'd to live, for thee I die, 
For thee condemn'd----'tis well. then be it ſo! 
_ Ha! all this infamy---a woeful father 
Sunk to the tomb with ſhame! theſe chains---a ſcaffold} 
Torments and death! can I ſupport their horrors? | 
My ſoul ſhakes in me | hence unworthy terrors, 
For Tancred I expire, and at this thought 
Death loſes all its anguiſh, They may ſnatch 
A few unhappy moments, bur diſgrace 
Or puniſhment it is not theirs to give; 
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A TRAGEDY. 775 


My ſoul's above them, there they cannot reach me: 
In this dread hour of fate one en remains, 
The voice of virtue chearing 


rom within; 

Let this ſuffice! ah, Tancred ! what a day 

Is this for thee Sophia! [to Sophia, who enters] how 
thy ſight 


Revives my ſinking heart! they have not then 


Deny'd me this laſt comfort ! 
SOPHIA. 
My lov'd miſtreſs! 


Would I had died before this cruel day ! 


ALMIDA. 
I ſee the miniſters of death approach ; 


My ſoul's laſt wiſhes bear to Tancred ; tell him, 
That faithful to our vows for him I die; 


T hat his lov'd image, preſent to my ſoul, 


Sooth'd every pang, and rendered death leſs bitter, 


END of the Szconnd ACT. 


3 1 ACT 


rr 
r 
A C E N I. 


TaxcnE D, follow'd by to Squires who bear his inn, 
buckler, Sc. ALDAMON. Soldiers. 
TANCRE PD. 
H to theſe native ſhores ! Immortal powers 
How my heart glows with rapture at their ſight ! 
O Aldamon 25 heaven itſelf has planted 
Deep in each gen'rous breaſt, our country's love, 


Mix d with, nay ſtronger than the love o Ame, ; 
Or liberty, or life to thy kind zeal, 
I owe my ſafe return. From this bleſt hour, 
Fortune ſhall ſmile, ſhall crown my riſing hopes ; 
Thou worthy friend ! thou know'ſt not all I owe thee, 
| ALDAMON. 
Your + i rates my ſervices too high; 
I'm but a ſoldier, a plain citizen. 

TANCRED. 
As thou I am, for citizens are brothers; 
Long have I prov'd thy faith. 

ALD AMON. 

My only merit, 

Is to have follow'd you with zeal ſincere; 
Taught by your bright example, I too learnt 
To tread the path of glory. By the ties 


Of love and duty, to your houſe devoted, 
Al that warm gratitude can pay, I owe. 


TANCRED. 


Thou kindeſt friend! thou ow'ſt me only kriendlbip. 
Behold theſe ſacred ramparts; how my ſoul 


Pants 


A TRAGEDY. 29 
Pants to defend em! Venerable walls, | 
Dear to my heart, which here firſt beat with life, 
Am I then baniſh'd from ye ! Say Aldamon, 

What happy ſpot contains the fair Almida ? 

| ALDAMON, 

That ancient building is her father's palace; 

This ſtreet leads to it: further yon” behold, ? 

Thy auguſt tribunal, where our warrior knights, 
| And awful ſenate meet; the public law, 
het Equal and firm to fix; the commonwealth 
[I To govern and protect; and long ere now, 

The faithleſs Muſſulman had met his fate, 

Had not their beſt ſupport in you been abſent. 
There hang their bucklers, cyphers, and devices, 
Which to the world, the ſplendor of their deeds, 
With warlike pomp proclaim; amidſt theſe names 
To glory facred, Tancred's name is wanting. 


TANCRED. 


Let it be ſtill conceal'd, for hatred waits it ; 
Elſewhere perhaps tis known enough to fame. 
Suſpend on theſe. lone walls my cancell'd cyphers, 

Unknown they may eſcape the rage of faction; 
Place here my arms, ſimple and unadorn'd, 

The emblem of my ſorrows: this plain buckler; 
This helmet honour'd by no graceful plumage. 

_ *Twas thus I wore them in the field of glory. 
Of my device be careful : to my breaſt 
Dear and auſpicious in the fight it chear'd me; 
The words emphatical, are love and honour. - 
To theſe brave knights who hither bend their ſteps, 
Say that a warrior, by his choice unknown, 

Is here arriy'd, to follow them to war, | 

And bounds his hopes to imitate their glory. 
Who is their chief? 


nts | E. 2 ALD.AMON, 


Pe 


L 1 1D 


ALD A M ON. 
My lord, twas Arnolph; 
TANCRED. 
The father of Almida! | f 
A L D AM 2 N. 


Long he ſufferd 
The bite 1 injurious of an odious faction; 
But now his juſt authority regain'd, 
His name and probity by all are cheriſh'd. 
By age enfeebled——Orbaſlan ſucceeds him, 
| TANCRED. | 
HFJal my dire foe. He whoſe unmanly rage 
- Purſued my infant years, with deadlieſt hate: 
To whom I owe the ruin of my houſe! 
What rumour too is that, which fame has ſpread 
. Of his audacious raſhneſs ? Is it true, 
7 That he has practis'd on a father's weakneſs ? 
Nay more, obtain'd the hope of his alliance, 
And rais'd his wiſh preſumptuous to his daughter? 


ALDAMON, , 


Contus'dly yeſterday, I heard it murmur'd. 
Far from the town, retir'd within that fort 
Where I receiv'd you, little do I know 
What in theſe walls has paſt; I love them not, 
They hold your perſecutors. 


* eee, 
= +. 0 thy boom 
My heart repoſes with unbounded truſt ; 
Fly to Almida: tell her an unknown, 
From his firſt years devoted to her mother, 


A friend to all her race, with ardent pray'r, 
Entreats a ſecret interview. 


| 


ALD AMON, 


A TRAGEDY. 


ALDAMON, 
| | 1 803 
Nor in her family am I a ſtranger; 


Ought that belongs to you, will there be welcome, 
I fly to ſerve you, and I hope ſuccels. 


FCS TE 
TANCRED, His Squires at a diſtance, 
TANCRED; 


Ye guardian powers! who ſmile on love and virtue, 
*Twas ye who led me hither. How my breaſt 
Throbs with deſire and tranſport, to behold 

Her whom my ſoul adores | The time that ſtands 
Between us and our hopes, ſeems to the mind 

A ſpace eternal. Something cold like doubt 
Steals o'er my joy: yet what ſhould I miſtruſt? 
Almida muſt be true ; and from diſhonour, 

The only ill I fear, her faith enſures me. 

Far from Illyria, and the camp of Cæſar, 

For her at laſt I ſeek my country's boſom ; 
Ungrateful country | yet amidſt my woes, 

After Almida, deareſt to my heart. 

Whence is this Orbaſlan ? what his exploits ? 
What laurels grace his brow, that he ſhould dare 
With ſoaring pride aſpire to my Almida ? 

A prize which only heroes ſhould contend for 
And mine by all the ſacred laws of love; 

Nor thall he win her trom me, but with life. 
Nay more, her truth would reach beyond my grave ; 
Her gen'rous mind, would ſcorn another's vows; 
Her heart is faithful, conſtant, worthy mine, 
Above dimimulation, tears, or weaknels, 


SCENE 


nn 
= TEAM E © 
i . TANCRED, ALDAMON. 7h 


TANCRED. 8 


Ah! thou haſt ſeen, haſt ſpoke with my Almida c 
Lead me this moment to her—gods! thou weep'ſt! 


ALD AMON: 


Let us away; 3 misfortu ne, ſhame and terror, 
Rus | in theſe hated walls— 
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T ANC RE D. 
What of Almida? 
ALD AMON. 


Enquire no more, and let us haſten hence; 
- For guilt : and horror taint the very air! 
Aden o.. 
Has Orbaſſan prevail'd? O matchleſs traitreſs ! 
Her father's enemy and mine 
AL D AM ON. 
Her father 

This yery morning fign'd their nuptial contract, 


TANC R E D. 
| Have I then liv'd to this exceſs of miſery ! 
| ALDAMON. 


Nay more, your confiſcated wealth and fortune 
Were to have ſwelPd your rival's odious triumph; 
Who from the ſenate has obtain'd 


| | TANCRED. 


The wretch! 
He robs me of what a hero heeds not; 


But thou, Almida, his—it ſhall not be. 


a — ͤ—- - ne —— 
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ALD AMON. 


U 


Could never ſtoop to this 


| ALDAMON. 

Far deeper woes the angry fates prepare you. 
TANCRE D. 

Speak, cruel, ſpeak, nor keep me on the rack. 

AL DAM ON. 

Almida deſtin'd to your rival's arms 

Already blaz'd with hymeneal torches 

The ſhining temple. Round the holy altar, 


In ſacred veſtments ſtood th expecting prieſts 


Waiting in vain the bride—her perjur'd heart 
Both you, and Orbaſſan, at once betray'd. 
TANCRED. 
9 fate | for whom? 
ALDAMON. 


For Solyman. 
TANCRED. 


How Solyman! ill omens wait his name, 

He once in ſecret ſigh'd for her at Byzantium ; 
But ſhe repuls'd his vows with cold diſdain, 
And generous own'd the preference ſhe gave me: 
Away! it cannot be, tis ſome deluſion ; 

Her gentle mind, the ſeat of every virtue, 


ALDAMON. 


With grief I ſpeak it 
The horrid tale is told by every tongue. 


TANCRED. 
No: tis the work of envy and impoſture. 


e Proferib'd in infancy, by ſorrow rear'd, 


« Self form'd, and early train'd in honour's ſchool, 
« Hunted from ſtate to ſtate, have I not ſuffer'd 
«© All that unfeeling hatred could invent, 

« To blaſt my fame? 5 : 


Ala's! too well I know 


: What 


””""> fXAQEDrY. Þ 


A” F 
What i impious rage can do. Almida virtuous 
Is ſure a ſuffering victim—but I trifle— 
This inſtant lead me to her, I muſt ſee her, 
Know all her wrongs—lead on. 
ALDAMON, 
Ah! ſtop my lord; 
Alas! for words to cloath the dreadful tale. | 
Torn from the boſom of her wretched father 
She is in chains 
CC 
In chains! 1 Coe we 
ALD AM ON. 
And now, even here, 
Doom'd to the ſcaffold, by a rigorous ſentence; 
An ignominious death— 
TANCRED. 


Struck to the earth, 
By heav'ns immediate flaſh, the dying wretch 
Feels leſs amazing horror, than thy words 
Pour thro' my foul! 
| AL D AMON. 


Alas! if ſhe dies guiltleſs 
A deed more rueful never ſtain'd the world | 
Thro'out the town, one general murmur runs 
Of pity and ſurprize: yet none dare more 
Than ſigh, or weep. 
T ANC R E D. 


Whilt I have life, ſhe dies not. 
ALDAMON. 


Tho? fill'd with terror at ſo dire a ſcene, 
The people flock innumerous to behold it; 
Eager to view a fight of woe, they gather 
Curious and turbulent around her priſon, 


3 Haſt'ning 


A TRAGEDY. us 
PH ning the hour of fate to feed their wonder! 
This place, theſe portals, ſilent now and defart, 

Will foon be throng'd with crouding citizens. 
Ah! let us hence! 

TANCRED. 
What reverend figute's that? 

Pale grief ſits on his front; with trembling ſteps 


He ies from the temple; a ſad train 
Follow, and ſeem to ſhare his heart's affliction. 


AD DAM ON. 
»Tis the unhappy father 
TANCRE . 
Let me meet him; 
Mean ti time retire: be careful to conceal me. 
How my ſoul pities him 


SCENE iv 
TancrED, ARNOLPH. ALDAMON 47 4 dj lance, 


ARNOLPH. 


Haſten, kind Gods, 
Dea ath's friendly ſtroke, to ſave me from diſtraction ! 


TANCRED. 


Moſt noble Arnolph, you behold in me 

One of thoſe knights, who in theſe holy wars, 

Beneath your ſacred banners ſeek for glory ; 

Nay, I came here to meet---forgive my weakneſs--- 

[agitated. 

Your ſorrows move my ſoul---O let me mingle 

With yours theſe tears that ſympathetic riſe ! 
ARNOLPH. 

By all abandon'd, no kind voice but thine 

Has dar'd ſpeak comfort to a wretched father. 

Excule thele eyes, obſcur'd by age and grief 3 


Who art thou? 
F Francs 


N R * * 
5 N 5 J. 
I'm a ſtranger, e | 
Full & cefpett of pity for your woes. EE - 


Like you unfortunate, taught by my own 5 
Too well J gueſs the papgs that wring your ſoul; 
Anxious---yet fearful---I would learn the cauſe 
Can it be true your daughter x? 


 ARNOLPH. F313 £:3h : 
Yes---ſhe dies. * eee 
. 1 2 
| Gods | is ſhe ! 5 din 
ARNOLPH. | 
Spare a father's bluſh, x. 
Who childleſs had not known the dreadful carl 
In his laſt days, of infamy and woe! 55 
TAN CRE D. 
Yet fame ſpoke loudly of her worth and beauty, 7 5 


Tho' born in diſtant climes, inſpir'd eſteem 

And veneration for Almida fill'd me. 

I ſhould have thought had virtue left the ſkies, 

Her throne on earth had been your daughter's boſom. 


ARNOLPH. 


What aggravates my grief, and to the grave 
Drives me with ſhame and rage, is that he loves, 
She glories in her crime. Thus not a knight 
Will ſtir to fave her. Tho? with deep regret 
They ſign'd unanimous the deadly ſentence, 

In ſpight of our moſt ancient folemn law, 

Which grants the fair, when injur'd or accus'd, 
A knight, whoſe gen'rous arm in ſingle combat 
Her cauſe may Fehr, and if victorious clear her; 
O ſhame to theſe white hairs ! my daughter dies, 
And not one knight appears----- 


 TANCRED. 
One will appear. 


' ARNOLPH\, 


* 


ATRAOGED WED : 
'f R NOLP H. 
Can there be hope for a ſad father ? ” 


'TANCRED. * 
Ves, 
One will appear, not for Almida' 8 abe, 
Guilty ſhe merits not the hero's ſword; 
But your fair fame, your virtue, and your years 
Deſerve Protection, and will find a champion. 


ARNOLP H. 


Metbinks you raiſe my ſinking ſoul from death: 
Yet I muſt doubt----who will, alas! for 88 
Enter the liſts? all ſhun us; every heart 

Turns with averſion from us. Ah, you flatter; 
Whoſe arm will venture 


TAN CRE D. 
Mine. 


1 ARNO LP H. 

Yours ! 55 . ; 

5 T ANC RE D. | 
| Yes, mine, 

And if the gods ſhould grant my ſword fucel 

The only favour or reward I aſk, 

Ts not to be detain'd; and by Almida 

Unſeen, known, immediate to depart. 


ARNOLPH, 


Sure heaven in pity ſent thee to my aid ; 
But tell me firſt to whom in my misfortunes 
Such kind reſpect, ſuch gratitude I owe; 
All ſpeaks thee noble and of high deſcent, 


TANCRED, 


Arnolph explore no further ; my dark fate, 
In ſorrow's groom plung'd deep, would ſhun enquiry. 


* 5 SCENE. 


A IL. M I D 4A 
SC NE IT. 


TaxcazD, ARNOLPH, ORBASSAN, Knights, Attendants, 


ORBASSA N, [to Arnolpb. 


T be ſtare in danger aſſès our preſent thoughts; 

At dawn we purpos'd from our walls to iſſue ; 

We are prevented. Thoſe who here betray'd us 
Have doubtleſs warn'd the foe, and Solyman 
Determines now to tempt the fate of battle, 

We'll march to meet him! the mean while, my lord, - 
Retire from hence, avoid a ſight too dreadful, 


ARNOLPH. 


Enough, my lord, the only hope that's left me 
Is to fall bravely in the approaching combar. 
This valiant knight ſhall thither guide my fteps, 
And tho? my race is blaſted by diſhonour, 

T _ arm ſhall perifh fighting for the ſtate. 


ORBASSAN, 
Such noble ſentiments become you well; 
So to the field, and ſhun this dreadful ſeene, - 


The horrid pomp of death, which here Em, 
*T would be too terrible! 


ARNOLPH. 
Juſt gods, aſſiſt me! 

ORBASSAN 
From this ſad view avert a father's eye. 
My place and rigorous duty here detain me, 
To keep in bounds a giddy daring people: 
Our laws require this ſolemn dreadtul act! . 
Dire as they are, I muſt protect them here 
But you, not deſtin'd to this cruel charge, 
No power can force you to look ſternly on, 
While a loy'd daughter bleeds |---retire---they come, 


TANCRED, 
No, Father] ſtay— FA; 
_ | DRBASS AN, 


A TRA G E D F. 
OR BASS AN. 
Ha! who art thou? 
| TANCRED. | 
0 3 | Thy foe 
This old man's friend—perhaps too his ayenger z 
Nor leſs than thou important to the ſtate. 


SCENE VI. 


The ſcene opening diſcovers ALMIDA in chains, as led fo 
execution, ſurrounded by guards. Knights, people, Cc. 
fill the ſcene.” is | 

ARNOLPH. 

Support me generous ſtranger— tis my daughter! 

5 TANCRE D. 

Gods ! is it thus we meet! | 

ALMIDA. 
Eternal goodneſs ! 

All time before thy eye omniſcient ſtands ; 

Thou read'ſt my ſoul, and thou alone art juſt ! 

« Drove on by paſſion, blinded oft by fury, 

« Weak mortals talk, condemn, and judge by hazard. 

Knights—countrymen— who in the bloody ſentence 

That robs me of my life have borne a ſhare, 

*Tis not to you I ſtoop to clear my fame; 

That God who ſees us, muſt decide between us. 

Tame inſtruments of ſtern unjuſt oppreſſion, 

Tis true I ſcorn'd your laws, nay more, I broke 'em; 

Tyrannical they had no pow'r to bind me. 

A father would have forc'd my hand unwilling , 

I diſobey'd him. Orbaſſan I ſlighted; 

Haughty and rude, he thought ro bend me to him. 

Theſe are my crimes, if they are worthy death 

Strike but firſt learn the ſecret of my heart; 


The ſoul prepar'd at heaven's high throne to anſwer, 
Addreſſes man vnmoy'd and void of fear, 
Know then ye witneſſes of my ſad fate, 


And 


OY 


And you my father, you at leaſt whoſe kindneſs 
Should have prevented Gods what do I fee ? 


ö "ag P n 7 v 2 
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„ ancred. | 


| Immortal powers! tis he 1 fink——affiſt 
[faints i in Sophia 4e 
TANCRE D. \ 


Her perjur'd heart ſhrinks at my ſight—no matter— 
Suſpend ye miniſters of death your vengeance, 
Stay your dire hand; I here aſſume her cauſe, 
1 am her knight; her deſolated father _ 
Avows my arm, to innocence propitious : 
Open the lifts, and let the judges ſit. 
Thou haughty Orbaſſan J here defy thee; 
[throws bis gaunilet. 
Or ſnatch my life, or meet from me thy fate. 
Thy name and deeds are not to fame unknown ; 


The gage of combat here I throw before thee—dar'ſt 
thou take it up? 


ORB ASS AN. 9 3 


Thy arrogance but ill deſerves this honour; 


* 


/ 


[points to his ſquire to take up the glove, . 


Vet ſince a father deigns admit thy claim, 
I will vouchfafe to meaſure ſwords with thee 
To cruſh thy bold defiance. What thy rank, 
Or whence art thou ? theſe arms obſcure announce 
Few 1 of glory. | 
: TANCRED. _ 

Soon thy ſpoils may deck them; ; 

My name's a ſecret, ſuch as yet I mean it, 


But thou ſhalt learn it in the field. Let s go. 


ORB ASS AN, 


PRE the barrier. Let Almida free, 

'Till rhe event of this Night combar's over; 
And know my friends, that as I quit the liſts 
J head your troops, and march to lave the ſtate. 


SCENE 


A TRAGEDY. 
8 E N E VII. 


- AxrnoLen, Aim. 7 he guards tals off ber chains, 


ALMIDA. 


M Merciful powers! where am I? ah! he's gone! 
Sure 'twas a viſion ! ſome — form 

Aſſum'd his ſhape. 

12 ARNO L RHI. 


Fear has diſturb'd her Gals 33 
Speak my Almida, tis thy father calls thee. 


ALMIDA. 


Why do you ſoothe me thus? am I not loſt? 

Have you not given me up to ſhame and death? 
ARNOLPH. 

0 thou all- gracious heaven ! whoſe hand ſupreme 
Has taken her defence, admit my pray'r, - 
Her fault forgive, or clear her innocence ! 

Thy will ſuſpends our fate: muſt I adore 

Thy mercy, or thy juſtice, active here? 


Tell me, Almida, tell me in what light 
Muſt I behold thee ? 


.-- ALMIDA.- 

With a father's kindneſs. 
On the grave's brink with tottering feet I ſtand : 
Still o'er my head the knife upli fred hangs. 
As to my honour 'tis unblemith'd, pure. 
But ah! in pity lead me, lead me hence 

Save a diſtreft, an almoſt dying daughter, 

From this dire ſcene, from an inſulting crowd, 
Who gaze unpitying at my ſtrange misfortunes, 
View all my forrows with unhallow'd eye, 
Stare at my tears—thoſe bitter tears, juſt heav'n ! 
Shed ãn a cave ſo virtuous, fo unknown! 


3 > the 8 11 
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Tancrtd, LokkDAN. Knights, A warlike merch, 
© T ANCRED's arms borne before him, 


LORE DAN. 


HE valour of thy arm, moſt noble knight, 
Has robb'd us of a brave and glorious warrior, 
Whoſe breaſt beat fervent with his country's love, 
Nor was his courage to thy own inferior. 
Reveal thy name, thy deſtiny, 


TANCRED: 


In a Penſtve and melancholy attitude. 


: Orbaſſan 
Learn'd it in death, and to the ſhades below 
My fatal ſecret and my hatred bore. ' : 
Seek not to penetrate my gloomy fate; 155 "WE 
Accept my ſervices, it matters not 
Who, or from whence I am. 


LOREDAN. 


| Remain unknown, 
Since ſuch thy wiſh. The daring Saracen 
His impious enſigns in our plains diſplays; 
Defend with us our laws and ſacred faith. 
Our beſt ſupport is loſt, do thou replace him, 
And in thy valour give us back our hero. 


TANCRE D. 


My ſword is yours; in Syracuſa's cauſe 

I join ſincere; nay, Solyman, perhaps, i 
More than the ſtate, is my deep enemy; 5 
More than you can, I hate him — but no more 
Behold me . 


4 LOREDA4Ns 
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Expect from Syracuſe all that the warmth 

Of boundleſs gratitude can offer merit; 
Dane 

Such is my fate that gratitude were vain, 


Thou ſhalt head our troops: 


Beſtow'd on one, whoſe woes have made him thankleſe; 


This heart rejects it---theſe ill-fated walls _ 
Hold nothing henceforth that can tempt my w 
If I can ſerve you---if I die unhappy, 

I court nor pity, nor reward, nor glory, 


Vengeance alone—yes, Solyman ſhall feel me! 
LOREDAN. ; 


| Your hopes are ours, time urges. Let us go 
To the important buſineſs of this day; 


Let all our thoughts be turn'd: and you, my lotd, 


Shall inſtant be advis'd, when to that poſt, 


Where the foe hopes, bur vainly, ſoon to force us, 


"Tis proper to repair. Now on the point, 

In the vile blood of infidels to bathe - 

Our thirſty ſwords, all other cares muſt yield. 
| TANCRED. 

My only wiſh is death, and great revenge. 


FCAT 


TancreD, ALDAMOR, 


end. 
Ah! little do they know the ſecret pangs, 


That harrow up my breaſt, I could have borne 


Pain, diſappointment, poverty, or ſhame; . 
All that embitters life; all that the gods 
Pour in their wrath ſevere on wretched man!. 


[Exit Loredan, 


But 


No, Aldamon, I muſt not, cannot ſee her. 


J muſt, and ſhe deſerves it. 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
j 
[ 
| 
5 
| 
ö 


NT was mine to fave, but never to forgive her. 


e 


r 
But where I lov'd, where I had treaſur'd up 


„ 
- 
” 


My ſoul's beſt hopes; there to be loſt, betray'd, | 


Is death like anguiſh ! miſery ſupreme!  ÞF | 
| ' ALDAMON. _ 

My deareſt lord! your ſorrows deeply move me, i 

Nor know I what to counſel. Yet methinks, 1 


You ought to ſee Almida. Tis a cuſtom, 
By immemorial uſe made almoſt ſacred, wa 7 
To meet the fair, who owes you life and honour. 


TANCRE D. 


ALD AMON. | 
Not ſee her! you who brav'd death to fave her, 
Can you fly her? Ss 


TANCRED. 


„ ALDAMDN. 
Yet you fought for her. | 
TANCRED. 
| Perjur'd as ſhe is, 
Could I ſupport, ye gods, to ſee her periſh ? 
Even had I lov'd her leſs, could I forſake her? : 


Ah let her live! and let fad Tancred die! 
«< Yes, Aldamon, yes, ſhe ſhall learn to weep 
& Too late my wretched fate; if yet one ſpark 
4 Of truth or pity lives within her boſom. 

O heavens! to what exceſs I doated on her! 

She bore the ſemblance of ſuch grace and virtue, 
I could have thought her word, her ſingle word, ( 
More ſacred far than altars, oaths, or ought * 
That man has yet invented for our reverence. | 4 


= 
1 
s 
] 


; 
ALDAMON, | |} 
5 


A TRAGEDY. 


ALDAMON. 


Is all then barbarous, or perfidious here? 

Your name was mark'd in black proſcription's page; 
Inhuman laws, and faithleſs love purſue you; 

Ah! let us hence, and ſeek ſome happier clime. 


TANCRED. 


Gods! by what charm even now he riſes on me! 
Lovely and virtuous as I once believ'd her; 
Adorn'd with dignity and modeſt grace, 
Delight and rapture ; all that fancy paints, 

Or nature can beſtow. O faithleſs maid! 
Perfidious, cruel, ſtill alas ador'd! 
Why does thy image cling around my heart; 
Unman me, ſink me, thus to fond complaints, 
And all the weakneſs of a woman's love ? 


ALDAMON. 


Ah! would to heaven, there was ſome healing art, 
To calm your tortur'd mind, Awhile you talk*d 
Of envy's lies, and ſlander's cruel tongue ; ; 
Perhaps ſhe's innocent. 


| ; TANCRED. | ; 


Would there were doubt, 

One ſlender doubt, for eager hope to ſeize, 

But all isprov'd; her perfidy is certain; 

She was ador'd in ſecret by the Moor, 

He aſk'd her hand a pledge of offer'd peace. 

Could he have dar'd thus, had he not been lov'd ? 

They were of concert; and in vain I doubted, 

In vain I truſted ro my heart. Her father 

Confeſs'd to me her crime; nay ſhe avows it, 

Thele eyes have ſeen, have read that curſed letter. 

* May you acknowledg'd reign in Syracula, 

As in this heart you reign.* Is there a name 

For treachery like this ? = 
G 2 ALDAMON, 
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A LDAMON, 
Alas! forget her; 


Learn to defpiſe a falſe ungrateful woman. 


TANCRED, 


And to mod my ſhawe, ſhe fondly dreamt 2 
This Solyman was ſomething more than human, 


Light and capricious fex! by outward ſnew, 


And pomp ſeduc'd; : unable to diſtinguiſh 
The love that ſprings from harmony of ſouls, 
And mutual choice, above the ſtupid forms ; 
Of vanity and pride; joy far beyond 

The groſs deſire: the paradiſe of minds! 
Unfelt, and unconceiv'd by vulgar breaſts. 


But I'll deſpiſe the traitreſs, ſcorn her arts, 


And throw this N weakneſs from me, 


TAxcarD, Aa ue, nn a other Knights, 


CATANIO, 
T he army moves, my lord, and time is precious. 
T ANC RED. 


True 1 have linger'd- how her faithleſs 1 image 
Still winds around my ſoul | 


$ e d N REN 
Taxenp, ALMIDA, SoPHIA. Knigbis. 


Almida running to Tancred with precipitation, 
ALMIDA. 


| | Thou god-like youth! 
Sole maſter of my fate; oh! at thy feet | 
Now let me 3 it is not ſure beneath me. ¶ Tancred 


Hes ber, but turns afi ide, 


ports? ; 
The warm effuſion of a grateful hegne | 
Wing'd by impatience; Ioutfle my father. 
I dare not call thee by that name ador'd, 
Or ſpeak the ſecret tranſports of my foul: 

Why i is thy. eye turn'd from me? gracious heaven! 
Cannot I ſee thee in this fatal ſport, | 
But watch'd, ſurrounded by that hated crew ? [lookin 

: — 
Dumb conſternation hangs upon thy brow! . 
| dare not ſpeak more freely; this conſtraint—— 
* that averted look ? Thou hear'ſt me not. 


TANCRED. 


| [with a voice faltering, and interrupted by ſighs, 
Returne--comfort your father, whom I honour--- 
I'm ſummon'd hence by more important cares! 
To you, to him, I have fulfil'd my duty, 
And am rewarded- - too much gratitude 
May be a burden---I relieve you from it--- 
' Your heart is free—beſtow it as you pleaſe— 
Live happy — whilſt I ſeek death—farewell— 

Exit Tanered. 


. 
ALMIDA, SOPHIA. 


ALMIDA. 


Am I awake? 
From the drear tomb am I indeed emerg'd ? 
Immortal powers! and is it then for this 
Ye give me back my life? has fate ſpun out 
For this curſt hour, the remnant of my days ? 


h SOPHIA. 
Perhaps he fear'd without diſguiſe— 


ALMIDA. 


A TRAGEDY. 47 Wo 
Why doſt thou ſhun me? who can blame oy tranſ· ; 


| 195 Was that 
My Tancred's voice? didſt thou remark, Sophia, 
His haughty coldneſs, his inſulting pride, 
The calm diſdain with which he dar'd oppreſs me? 
Hatred and ſcorn beam'd from his angry eye. | 
Did he but fave me from my cruel tyrants, 
To plunge himſelf the dagger in my heart? 
| __SOPHIA. | 
Rage, or confuſion glow'd upon his cheek, 
His faltring voice affected ſeeming coldneſs : 
Yet his turn'd eye conceal'd a riſing tear. 
ALMIDA. 
Amazing change ! perplexity and grief 
Fill my aſtoniſh'd foul! can he be jealous ? 
Of whom? or why ?—1n vain I pauſe or think; 
Reflexion lends no light to guide my thoughts, 
*Tis myſtery all! A labyrinth of woe! 
Yet *tis to him, I owe theſe lengthen'd days, 
This poor remainder of a life I hate, 
Which but for him, had never been in danger. 


'SOPHIA. 
Alas! he knows not thig. The public voice 
Miſleads the firmeſt heart. That ſlave, his death, 
Your letter found upon him unaddreſs'd, 
Has left ſuſpicion free to form conjectures. 
Then the report that Soly man had aſk'd, | 
Preſuming from ſucceſs, your hand in marriage. 
Your gen'rous ſilence, that conceal'd your lover, 
From the purſuit of unrelenting foes, 
May in appearance wrong you; and perhaps 


 ALMIDA. 
How! wouldſt thou hint that Tancred thinks me falſe ? 


SOPHIA, 


A TRAGEDY. 

| SOPHIA, 

Forgive a lover, if deceiv'd, he— - 
ALMIDA, . 

4 No: | 

Had a whole world combin'd to paint me guilty, 

His ſingle heart againſt a world miſled 

Should have ſtood forth, a witneſs to my honour, 

Was it from pity then he ſav'd my life? 

How I deſpiſe the thought! why have liv'd 

Thus to be made a wretch, the ſport of fortune? 

Ungrateful Tancred ! Can'ſt thou then ſuſpect me? 

Bur know my heart, ſuperior to its wrongs, 


O 
From this ſad moment caſts thee off for ever! 


Can I forget the life I owe him? No: 
Yet if he thinks me of his love unworthy, 
Tis he that ſinks indeed! unworthy mine! 
SOPHIA. 
Suppoſe he knew not— 
ALMIDA. © 

3 Vain excuſe! he knew not 
Me he ſhould have known ; he ſhould have learat 
Better to prize the heart he dares miſtruſt. | 
My ſoul's as haughty as his arm is brave, 
As great, as true, as generous as his own; 
More tender far! and not like his ſuſpicious! 
I'll root him hence, and with him all mankind; 
A wretched herd, or wicked all or falſe; 
Cruel or weak; deceiving or deceiv'd. 
Wrapt up and buried in my deep affliction, 
I'll fly from Tancred, and a faithleſs world. 


a 
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SCENE Vi. 


ALMA, Axor n. ace. 


N ARNOLPH. | - 
[ſupported by Ms Squires, 


Lead on, my friends: ſupport my ſinking years; 


The batile ſounds. Ah let me let me claſp 
Within theſe aged arms that gen'rous youth: 
Is he already fled? tell me, Almida, 

To whom ri owe thy | 


= _ AL MI DA. 


? . 


TDiis to a hero, 
Whoſe name I dar'd not breathe ; you had proſcrib'd 


„ „ 
To whom was meant that intercepted letter, 
Source of miſtakes, and miſery exhauſtleſs | 


The firſt of mortals, egg to me unjuſt, 
To Tancred- 


B  ARNOLPH. 


— Heavens! did 1 hear thee right? 


ALMIDA. 


Alas! the ſad diſorder of my ſoul 
Has urg'd this ſecret from me. Ah! I tremble 
Leſt my imprudence ſhould once more be fatal. 


5 AAN OLP H. 
7 He Tancred ! 
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ALMIDA, TE 
3 |  Livesthere on earth another, | 
Noble and brave as he is? a 


_ ARNOLPH,' 
On whoſe head. 


Our barbarous ſenate pour'd its deadly vengeance f 
He reſcues thee from death ; he riſks his lie, „ 
For this ungrateful ſtate, whilſt we tear from him, 
His honour, fortunes, all a hero values. 
Ho ſhort, alas! is human comprehenſion! 
{| @ Preſumptuous judges ! in our erring balance, 
Blindly we weigh the life, the fate of mortals, 

By the weak guidance of fallacious prudence 


| Bewilder'd into cruelty ! 
ALMIDA 
Ah! let me 125 all my griefs before you! 
Tancred has {av'd my life; yet Tam wretched, 
Doubly undone ! for what, great gods! is life 
Debas d by ſcorn ? *tis but a lengthen'd curſe! 
Lou muſt repair my wrongs; reſtore my fame; 
Does Tancred think I'll wear a paltry life, 
Made worthlels by his cold ſuſpicious treatment? 
Lou muſt diſpel his doubts. g 


ARNO PH. 
I Will with joy; 


But calm awhile thy troubled breaſt and tell me. 
ALMIDA. | 
Ah! let us fly, each moment is an age. 
H '  ARNOLPH; 
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How ſtop ! by heavens I Gn 4 ut; 5 


I'll to the field: am I not grown familiar 

With death and horror: think you that in battle 
They wear a look terrific to the ſoul! | 
Like that vile ſcaffold you could lead me to? Ig 
I will not be refus'd : indeed I will not, th 
Grief will have way, you owe me ſurely this: wY 
Muſt I be twice abandon'd by a father? 


ARNOLPH. 

Has reaſon loſt all empire o'er thy mind? 
Speak thy deſign; it freezes me with terror; 
Some ſtrange emotion works thro? all thy frame. 
Ah! yield not to the tranſports of thy breaſt ! 
*Tis not with us, as in ſome diſtant climes, 
Where women leſs confin'd by rigid cuſtom, 
March to the field, and tread the hero's Path. 
Our manners and our laws forbid it. 


A L M I D A. OL 
2 | Gods! 
What laws? what manners? cruel and unjuſt! 
The iron dictates of unfeeling minds! 
Full of its woes, my riſing ſoul diſdains them, 
If I muſt liſten, talk to me of grief, 
Of Tancred loſt; of my unheard-of miſery ! 
Hence with your laws, inhuman as they are. 
They could have torne me from a father's arms, 


Dragg d me to death; expos'd me bound in chains, 
To the bold gaze of each inſulting eye! 


Hcav'n give me e patience | ſhall IJ hear them pleaded, 


* 
is * 


151 Þ 
. 


4 * 1 


To 


* OTH =D 4 


To keep me from the field of honeſt danger; — 1 


Led by a father to defend my hon dur??? git 
Muſt we ſad victims to your ſavage notions,” BD 0 65 
Your bins rules, „„ Troa!”: + 5 95; 
Appear in public only bor r 
To grace a ſcaffold, or to lor our furyß! * 
P11 bear no more, I'm weary reſſion! = 
You tremble, Sir! Ah know! you 700 4 
When poorly ſtooping to your haughty foes,” | 


You could with that curſt Orbaſſan unite,” oO 


| Againſt the innocent—againſt the hero, 
Who ſav'd your wretched daughter from deſtruction! 


ARNOLPH. 


Heap not more miſeries on thy ſinking father, 

Nor ſtretch too far thy right to ſay I'm guilty— 

I am—I feel it—and I am felf-condemn'd !— 4 

I'll ſeek out Tancred, conduct him to thee—-- 

Do thou detain her here, PII inſtantly return; 

Obſerve her ſteps, Sophia 

Reſpect my ſorrows and if yet thy heart 

Is not grown ſenſeleſs to a parent's voice, 

O! let me periſh by the Mooriſh darts, 

And 'n not by ” Lots of - 
9 Arnolph, 


8 ©: 1 *. E vu. 
ALMA, SOPHIA, 


ALMIDA. 


I'll not be ſtopt——Tancred deteſts me, loaths me. 
But haughty hero! taught by thy example, 
FI to the field and combat by thy ſide; 
Brave all the darts that fly around thy head. 
$i boſom bar'd ſhall meet the ag Bo” ſteel 
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* TRAGEDY. 
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8 0 E N E 1. Fart 
Knights. People. Knig bt, Ne. with * Sor 
Warlike music. Solllors carrying trophies. 
( SO SPAAN: 47 964 
EOPLE prepare the joyful ſong of aneh 
; Raiſe high to heaven the grateful voice of thanks | 
Succeſs | is from above: our feeble efforts 
Were impotent and vain, by heaven. unaided. 
The arm divine has cruſh'd thoſe impious robbers, 
« The fierce deſpoilers of a hundred realms. 
_ & Erect your trophies on their bloody relicks, | 
* And trampling in the duſt their ſmother'd fury, 
Enrich our ſacred temples. with their ſpoils, 
«< But noble Arnolph now demands our care; 
£ We hope the public joy will ſoothe his grief, 
And make in ſpight of all his paſt misfortunes; 
The patriot happy; tho” the — highs. 
Where 18 that hero valiant, and unknown, 
To whoſe brave aid we owe this glorious day? 
Why with our knights is he not here return'd? 
Is he ſo cold, ſo careleſs of his triumph? 
„ Thinks he perhaps we're of his glory jealous? 
« We are great enough to view him without envy. 
Near [ia Catanio ] you my lord he fought——whenee 
is it then 
He takes no part in the loot gunerat] joy? 
CAT ANI O. 


When you had barr'd the road that leads to Etna; 
Beyond your view, and near the river's ſide, 
1 — the foes who ventur'd to reſiſt us. 


There, where the war with thickeſt fury rag 'd : 
Onward he ruſh'd impetuous and alone: 

We wonder'd much his courage did not ſhew _ 

| 97 chat ey kind which marks the hero's ſoul , 2 
| edate 


n 5 


Sedate and cool, tho havock ſtorms around? 
His ſeem'd the offspring of deſpair and fury; 

His broken voice, his gloomy haggard looks, 
Expreſs'd the ſtrong diſorder of his —_— 

Often and loud he calld' on Solyman. 88 by 3 
Almida's name he utter'd too with fighs,  * 

He call'd her falſe, but down his burning cheek, 
I ſaw the tear of rage and ſorrow fal! 

Eager he courted death; but on his hem 
Conqueſt reliſtleſs ſat! the more regardleſs 
He ſeem' d of life, the more he roſe in terrors ! 

All ſunk before us, chiefly from his arm. 
But when we hither turn'd our ſteps, he ſhunn'd us Eo 
With looks caſt down, an image of affliction, 
Mournful he ſtood, and ſeem'd of life abhorrent! 
His eye fought Aldamon, who haſten'd to 1 
And as he preſs'd him, weeping to his breaſt, 
Farewell he cried---I go---and tis for ever! 
Then ſwift as light' ning vaniſh'd from our ſight, 

At the ſame inſtant I beheld Almida 

Diſhevelb'd, wild, amidſt a croud of foldiers 1 + 
Pale and disfigur'd, death was in her looks. 
Frantic ſhe flew, and call'd on Tancred's name. 7 
With lingering pace her mournful father follow'd 

Now bath'd in tears, confus'd, he leads her hither, 

And publiſhes aloud, that he whoſe valour 
Has fſav'd his daughter, and aveng'd the ſtate, 

Ts Tancred—him who, with united voices, - 
This very morning we proſcrib'd, condemn! di 
What in this criſis muſt we do ? 


LOREDAN. 


——ͤ—ů—ů——— APR . 4 7 00> 9s lee 


Repentz 
Deteſt our raſhneſs: to perſiſt were vileneſs. 
We ought to bluſh thus to have wrong d a hero. 
Too oft has truth and merit been condemn'd 
By fury's voice, which knows not to diſtinguiſh ; 
But when they ſhine with full conviction on us, 
Reverence, and ſacred pity ſhould await them. 
SCENE 


1 


KNIOHTs. Auge ; Aide at a diſtance, ber hair — 
; floating in diſorder. 


- _ARNOLPH. 1 0 
Fly ye brave warriors — fly to reſcue Tancred; 
Drove on by zeal, peril and death ſurround him! 
Single he fights againſt a croud of foes, 

Whoſe rallied forces preſs collected on him! 
Gods ! I could curſe theſe arms by age unnery 'd 
Ill ſuited to my ſoul! Ah fly! be quick, 

And fave this noble valiant youth! 


4h LOREDAN. | 
. 

And will conduct him ſafe. His valour . 
Riſes to raſhneſs, which we can't approve. | 1 


GN E HE: 


Anxorpn, ALMIDA. 
ARNOLPH. 
Upon this _"_ head, at laſt with pity | 


'E * gods indulgent ſmile! They give me back 
A dear lov'd child, whoſe menac'd dreadful fate 
Drew the laſt drop of comfort from my ſoul! 
Why doſt thou dreop ? our ſorrows are no more; 5 
Why thus deſponding doſt thou turn Mae k ? 

|  ALMIDA. 
Ah! I can taſte no Joy till J ſee Tancred © 
Secure of lier and juſt to his Almida. 18 

ARNOLPH. N 

I pity thy afflictions: : few have taſted er 
Misfortunes deeper or ſeverer trials. 
«© Too well I know there are a fort of wounds 
«© That pierce where moſt it feels the generous mind 
With deadly anguiſh: hardly to be cur'd. 
Yet when kind heaven extends the cup of joy, 
To daſh it from us were an impious at! * . 
Then be of comfort. Tancred has been hated, _ 
Purſu'd and wfong'd, but now approv'd and honour'd 'Y 
Fortune prepares him all thy heart can wiſh, 
| Ppblic and private bleſſings, fore and glory. 


ALM IDA. 


Jou talk at eaſe, wy lord, while Lam rot 

In wild anxiety from hope to fear. 

Why are they not retumed? perhaps he dies ! ! 
Soph AAA 

Fear's trembling pencil, ever dipt in 3 8 

Paints to the mind ſtrange images of wo. 

But hope the beſt; if Tancred preſſes on 

In queſt of glory, tis a noble Wim, 

In ſtronger day to ſet forth our injuſtice. 

Coldly with meaſur'd ſteps to do their duty 
Contents the vulgar mind. Not ſo the hero, 
Led by the impulſe of his higher ſoul, 

A god-like glow, which fcorns the narrow rules 
Of prudence unaſpiring, on he goes 

Beyond our utmoſt hopes. 7 fights thy Tancred; 
Open thy boſom then to peace and joy ; ; 

| Tanered ſhall know thy truth, and hate his error. 
The people riſe already, mov'd with wonder 
And pity at his fate. If yet a doubt 
Of thee ſhould haunt his breaſt, one e word from me 
Will diſſipate the cloud —— 

| AEMID A. 
I value not 
A b peop le, or their vile affronts, 
Their fury credulous, their fickle pity; 
Or the vain voice of public approbation, 

Sweet to the tranquil heart! but mine is ſhut; 
Deafen' d by miſeries to all ſenſe of joy. 

My peace, my fame depends alone on T ancred ; ; 
And know I'd rather meet a thouland deaths, 

Than live one moment uneſteem'd by him. 

Know too, for wherefore ſhould I now conceal it 3 

I in my brave dehverer lov'd a huſbane. 
My mother dying heard our tender yvowsz 

Her laſt ſad accents, fervent pourd to God, 
Werte breath'd in bleſſings on our mutual loves! 125 
With her cold hands our trembling ones ſhe join' d: 
Our hands tba filial * her life leſs eyes! | 
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PF T R A GED Y. 86% * "—_— 
E Kreekig and weeping we atteſted heaven! © 
The ſacredcorpſe, that breathleſs lay before us, 
Nature and you——and you, unhappy father 
That we would wait, in your paternal boſom, 
Our vows to bind, made ſacred by your bleſſing. 
Your life's decline, we faid, how vainly ſaid! 
Should by our tender cares go down in peace, 
Scaffolds and priſons ſince have proy'd our altars ; 
My love, my huſband ſeeks a cruel death ; 
, And ſhame and miſery is my bitter portion. 


ARNOLPH. 
By heaven! thy melancholy tale awakes 
The ſad idea of long extinguiſh'd grief, 
And cruel recollection. In thy voice 
And plaintive accents fancy ſeems to trace 
The dear remembrance of thy mother's ſoftneſs. 
Bat whither do I err! We ſhall be ns 4 
ALMIDA. 
Made doubtful by its woes my fearful heart--- 


sS C-E NE IV, 
ARNOLPH, Arurpa, SoPHLA. 


SOPHIA. 

My deareſt miſtreſs! ſhare the public joy; 
Tancred has greatly fought ; beneath his arm 
Sink the laſt remnants of a ſhatter'd army. 
A victim glorious to our country's vergeance, 
And for your wrongs a great and juſt atonement, 
The haughty Solyman, at Tancred's feer, 
Bleeding and lifeleſs, ſtains the duſty Feld. 
Fame ſpreads the news; the people flock around him, 
Name him their hero, their ſupport and glory! 
One warrior only had purſu'd his ſteps, 
"The faithful Aldamon, whom once you knew; ; 

[0 Arno pb. 
F or when our knights to ſuccour him arriv'd, 
The war was over, Tancred was triumphant. 
Hear you theſe ſhouts? they ſpeak him near and glo- 
rious. 


5 | 1 1 


* 


A chovtund buſy Rande prepare him laurels.” ED 
How his kind heart, when undeceiv'd and happy, 0 
Shall beat with love, ſoft ſhame, and tender Pity 2 

All ſmiles around you! 


ALMIDA. 


Every fluttering pulſe 
Beats with emotion eager----long eſtrang d 
To real peace, my hurried ſenſes run \ 
In quick extremes from grief to ardent joy 
In ſweet confuſion ! Now indeed I live, 
My deareſt father! ah! let us adore 0 
That hand which gives us all we fear'd to loſe. 
J will forget my woes; do you forgive 
My wild upbraidings, tears, and weak complaints, 
ARNOLPH.  - | 
Yes, heaven vouchſafes to wipe away our tears. 
Or I'm deceiv'd, or Aldamon approaches; 
"Tis ſo— tis he, the meſſenger of joy : 
But whence thoſe ling'rmg — ? thoſe dovncaſt eyes? 
Alas! I fear him wounded- 


SCENE. V. 
ARNOLPH, ALMIDA, SoPHIA, ALDAMON, 
ALMID A.. | 


What of Tancred! ? 
ALDAMON. 


Madam, he comes 5 
| ALMIDA. 
And ſafe ?---be quick---relieve me. 
AL DAM ON, a 
If glory were ſufficient 
ALMIDA. 


Every nerve 


With horror ſhiv ers! ſpeak---ah nol- be dumb! 
ALD AMON. 
n is yet alive but ah! | fear, 


Pier” _ by a mortal wound, he bleeds to death! 
1 rac'd 
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Trad. in his blood alas! Vi dilmal paßer 
Bears his * thoughts. -I tremble to conſign it! 


ALMIDA wildly. 


Give me my ſentence---Tancred, Pll obey thee; 
I'll follow thee---death muſt be in this paper! 
Ah! wrote in blood---can I then ſtand the ſight? 
Serve me this once, fad eyes! *tis your laſt effort. 
FO 
4 could not bear your perfidy . 4 Sie [lets fall 
[the paper and ſi nks in Sophia's arms. 


Well my facher! 
Am I now loſt, undone, and curſt enough ! 


ARNOLPH, 

At length the fates have pour'd out all their hatred, 
And ſet us up a monument of woe 
Tis well ye gods] we now are paſt complaint, 
Loſt even to fear, and ſenſeleſs even to hope 
Yet ere I leave a cruel hated world, 
Thy honour muſt be clear'd. This wretched country 
Muſt learn the reverence due to injur'd virtue, 
And venerate thy name. 
ALMIDA. 

What is to me, 
Or fame, or country, when my Tancred dies? 
ARNOLP H. 


Dreadful indeed! — 
ALMI DA. 
He dies- and undeceiv'd ! 
vou are the cauſe---but yet ere he expires— 


What do I ſee? theſe hated tyrants here 


8 E N E VI. 
ALMIDAy ARNOLPH, SOPHIA, AtDamon, LoREDAN, 
Knights, Sc. 
LOREDAN. 


Moſt mournfu] news I bear! onward they bring 


The gen'rous Tancred pierc'd with manly wounds! 
1 in, 


8 
22 
22 © 


8 23 l N FI 1. "mr T 1 * 
ER He dies a 4 his faſt ſtreaming blood, 
= Shed for his country, we have ſtopt awhile. 5 
= - Life flies apace---but his ee ſpirit 
Hovering a moment on the brink of fate 
Calls on Almida, and awaits her ſight. 
Tears fill cach eye and I with deep regret---- 
[while be ſpeaks, Tancred is brought owly in 
wounded, and ſupported. Almida breaks from 
the arms of Sophia, where ſhe leant deſpond- + 
NOS ing, and turning wildly to, Loredan foe ſays. 
ALMID A. 
Hence thou barbarian with thy dia pity | 
{then flies and kneels by Tancred, 
Tancred! too cruel, and too tender Tancred! . 
Canſt thou yet hear me ? can, alas! thoſe eyes, 
Obſcur'd by death, behold thy leſt Almida? 
Oh ſpeak! ah know me deſolate of heart 
Admit thy ſpouſe---admit her in thy tomb! 
Give me that promis'd hand---look on me, Tancred! 
Is then that glance thy laſt, and doſt thou hate me? 
[he looks ene at Her. 
TANCRED. 
[raiſing witty then falling back.] 
Thou haſt betray'd me 
| ALMID A. 
| I betray thee, Tancred |! 


, ARNOLPH. 
No, thou'rt deceiv'd We all have been deceiv 4— 
Almida was condemn'd for loving thee | 
Our laws ——our knights- 
All---al! have err'd---and ſhe alone was juſt ! 
That fatal writing which inſpir'd our vengeance 
Was meant to thee, and by a fad miſtake—— ; 
| TANCRED. - 
[reifng bimſelf with pain. 
Almida! ! heay'n ! thou lov'ſt me? | 
ALMIDA. 
Ah, had J ceas'd one moment to adore thee, 
1 hae indeed deſerv'd the Pants that rend me! 
Tax AIT 
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Tc know thee tru me d Fn k bliſs — 
| O Know rue an ender, is ſuc 118, 


It almoſt ſoftens yet emboldens death! 1 
But I deſerve it I who could ſuſpect thee! _ =—_ 
I loath'd my lfe---I loſe it, awful heaven! = 
When one bleſt word has made it worth my care! = 


ALMIDA, 


Is there no mercy, gods! and is it now, 
No only I can ſpeak my foul to Tancred ! 


TANCRED. 


Thy te tears ſhould ſoothe my bitter pangs,. Almida, 
But we muſt part---Death now indeed is dreadful ! 
Its ice creeps thro” my veins---O Arnolph | Father | 
And thou lov'd victim to my fad ſuſpicion, 
Join thy dear hand to mine tho cold and bloody! 
[ Arnolpb jains their BONE, * 
ARNOLPH. 

Licok on us, heaven] yet grant y 

" TANCRED- -,- 


Ah, tis too late!!! 
I've liv'd to *venge my country and my wite, | 
And now- Almida! . 


0 Ati 


Speak 


Follow not — 
A wretched lover---Swear that thou wilt live! 50 A 
What darkneſs hides thee ? Gracious gods--- dies. 


TANCRED. 


| 9 He dies! 
Ard our pain'd kearts too late have known —— 
ALMID A. 


He dies! Almida ſinks near the 1 then rife WY 
walks in wild diſorder on the Sage. 

Ha! do you weep, inhuman cruel tyrants? | | 

Would earth this moment open to ingulph us! 

Myſelf, and you, and this deteſted country, 

Your barbarous lenate, with its horrid arts 
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3 of wiring virtue with the we oi ute! e 
* Pour down your lightning, gods ! that I may feaſt «3: 


4 


My dying eyes with Syracuſe in flames! ns. 
View all your bodies bleeding in the duſt! 
Falls by Tancred, ſtarts up again. 
Cold---Cold, and breathleſs ! "ha theſe tyrants live! 
They live, and Tancred dies- But hark he calls--- 
Calls his Almida---Yes, hear his voice | | 
J come, I come---in night's eternal ſhade, \ 
For ever join'd, where tyrants cannot reach us! 
I go---may furies howling riſe to haunt ye! 


. | falls on n | 
ARNO L PH. 


Ye pow'rs! who ſhed ſoft pity on the wretched, 
Calm her diſorder'd foul! Almida! Daughter! 
—_ ALMEIDA.” 
[Wildly, and puſhing him from ber.] 


Away---Stand off---I never had a father! TJ 
Fathers are kind, and gentle to their children, 1 
But you was ſtern, theſe barbarous men's accomplice ! *1* 
Alas! forgive a wretched dying daughter--- _ Lb 
My ſenſes all are loft---my wand'ring head! | 


A moment yet, bleſt ſpirit! and I come! *VVV 
Tancred, Pm thine ! aſſiſt me---Oh ! [ falls, 


ARNOLàL EH. 
n ſinks, 

And I am left to drain misfortune's cup. | 
Shed down thy mercy, heav'n- Save thy ſervant, 
On the grave's brink, from madneſs and deſpair | 
Reſtore my child---O ler her opening eyes 

Bleſs me once more, ere mine are clos'd for ever 
See, mortals ſee, what ruin is brought on 


By our too violent tho' virtugus pallions ! 
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By Mr. GARRICK _ 
holen & Mrs. B A R R x. 


5 Female bard, far from her native lad, 
A female ſhould protect lo] here I ftand, 8 
To claim of chivalry the ancient rites, 
And throw my gauntlet at all critic knights; 
Nor only for our auth'reſs am I come, . 45 
Jriſe a champion for the ſex at home 8 
Will ſhield you, ladies, from the ſſand ring crew, 
And prove Greeks, Romans, all muſt yield to "one 
Poe read how Women, many of condition, 
Did, ere ſome conqu'ror ftorm'd a town, petition, 
That each might take a load upon her back— 
Out march'd the dames, but carryd no ſtuft ſack, * + x 
T hey bore their loving huſbands pick-a-pack ! . 8 3 
The ſame domeſtic zeal has each fair ſhe, 8 E 
In full perfefion at the coterie; 
For don't they bargain, when they quit their houſes 
At pleaſure's call, to carry too their ſpouſes ? 
The care of children was no Spartan paſſion, 
Aud may not we in time import this faſhion ? 
Lycurgus, nimble finger d youths rewarding, 
T aught”* em the arts of dicing, and of carding ; 
And are theſe arts beyond our reach of thought ? 
Let parents learn; children will ſoon be taught. 
Where, as with you, ye fair ones, ſhall We "ſee, 
That Roman virtue—hoſpitaiity ! 
The foreign ar tiſt can your ſmiles ſccare, 
be be finger, fidter, or friſeur © 
From our dull yawning ſcenes fatig#d you go, 
And croud to Fantocini's puppet-fhew ; 
| Each on the foreign things with rapture flares | 
Sweet dears!-they're more like ficſhand blood than play'rs. 
As what we do, you modifaly condemn, 
So notv, lurn'd wood and wil e, well act like them, 
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